DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
that too, and they were followed by plates full of baked chicken,
and after that an enormous apple tart, and I could only keep up
at all by drinking lashings of wine and the room swam round rne.
That was followed by a large chocolate cake, Ilka's gift, brought
from Budapest, a thing that brought all the women hurrying into
the room, for stewed meat and chicken and apple tart were things
they knew, but a town-made chocolate cake was a thing they
tasted only once in six months, if then, and they ate it with zest
and licking of the fingers. Ah, that was good.
Then I was shown the bedroom, with its three beds and I
looked casually round and then had a shock for somebody was in
one of them. 'Who's that?' I asked Ilka. 'Oh, that's the old one,*
she answered, and went over to her and bent down and spoke
loudly, and the figure stirred and laboured over and looked
vacantly up and said something in a voice like that of a young
child. It was the grandmother, ninety-nine years old and good
for another ten, the doctor said*
Until she was ninety-seven she had done her daily chores. For
two years she had been lying there. Her wits were failing her and
she could not hold a spoon, so that her daughter had to feed her,
but in wind and limb, the doctor said, she was as sound as a
bell.
Now her daughter brought her a piece of that chocolate cake
and fed it to her. That she could still understand. She ate it
avidly. Afterwards she said, 'That's good, you can eat that.*
So even at ninety-nine, when your mind is clouded and you lie
all day and all night in bed, and wake when the others arc
sleeping and complain fretfully about something, you know not
what, in the darkness, even then there is still something you want*
something that warms you, something that pleases you, I thought.
Sweetmeats. And she was going to lie there ten more years like
that, I thought, with nothing to live for but, at intervals of many
months, a piece of chocolate cake. Perhaps, bdfore she dkd*
another world war would come and go. Its echoes would not
reach to Dunapatay, at all events not to this room, with the old
woman in the bed in the corner. If they told her about if she
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